WH aidmems  ouldids wera In
parfuct ~ harmony with (he
conditiona  whishh prevalled

wiitia,  The waved dushed white-
cappad over the sea wall in monntains
of wpray, the wind roared snd lashed
the henyy raln against the windows,
while leaden-bued clonds gavd no
hepa of sunshine for hours to coiie,
Mignon Murdock eat at the breas-
fait table swabbiag her pretty eyes
with 5 wery moist and fullle apology
of & handkerchief, while her husbsnd
of & weak stood with hls hands thrust
deeply inte Win pockat, his good look-

tar bovish fece o7 troubled as the sca’

ho wea gazing it out.of the cxpensive
spartmant windaw

“What are you golng w 4o, Dyron?”
came In quevering acensts from the
tehis,

! Blest 2 1 koow, nulens it Ie

pvnaoira oy n few thongandx, T pever
taed that t™a jioopla wonld fake
ciur marcviage like thie 1 thoupnt they
5 ! by Loppitg mad fov & fow davs
£ns then MWrn soond and gay ‘Bless
‘hildran.’ Riggeat surprise ic

v Liw

wemn ke a ghastly nisht-

nhoe In wa  What does yonr Unole
Tory eay? Read It again, swestioart,”
The bor dame and sat down by his
#ir! wife and gave her a protecting

o dabbed away a fiesh push of

on, and spreading ont the fatal let-
wl Weiween zulplng soba:

seen fit Lo light your lamp at Hymen's
altar without consulting your elders
as to ways and means of providing the
ofl 0 necessary to repienish it, espe-
cially in these days of H. C. L., [ hny=
come to (he conclusion, that in (he
tarms of your modern slang, It is up
to your hasband to provide that ol
Byren Minrdock must play the mon and
keep the ¢hild he bhag takan from my
cure and try and compensate her fur
all the advantaces he has deprived hor
of. 1 anm wiling to give you DuBols
Point 88 a home this Sammer; vsu
might take tvo paving ziests 1]
59 help to pay off some of vour honey-
moun dably. At the and of *h
Brron might snior bBusiness lita" . | |
Miznon's soice becarao bonelessly tan-
gled up dn tears as she flong the letter

there ait

awiy from her. 1 didn't thing Uacle
Tom could ever be so cruel” she
wallel

“Aud Dad says it 1T am
48 1o leave coilege, why I can go hane
I can’t let you see his letter, darline,
it 15 too profane; bhut 1 can maks o
gsafe het that your Uncle Tom and he
have both chewed the matter over and
neither is willing to put up the dough

such an s

to help us out!™ The young husband
wiped away the glistening tears and

el hiy wife's mouth into 8 more
normial curve.

“We'll show them we can make »
living!® Mignon's eves flashed determ-
ination, “We'll go down and open up

i Point and 24ke in boarders; you
help, Byron. It's a lovely place,
g ¥: perhaps, but then people lke it
Lhere, and at least we cun malke enough

» pagyoalfl our  ioneymoon expenses.
Of eourse, we'll have to work, dear,
peel the potatoss and things, Anyway,
wooean show those two old forgetters
of roulh and love that we cdan wriggle
* tha lap of lnxury they have

The girl set her red lps firmly, and
cron, 1esling hils backbone stiffen un-
r hh sl «hirf, wns resolved fo
=0] potatoes and things" unt!l the
on nome, or longer if neces-
His conscienca bothered him as
ed at bl dainty  wife end
thought of the mansion he had stolen
from Lier und the staf of servants that
had been at her bidding; and Mignon,
looked at her handsome boy
hushand, realized thet he would miss
liis cuvefree college life and the sup-

ho Il

ghe

port of an adoring snd wealthy fa-
ther. Both realized , toc, that eyen
though they had “married in haste
thelr repentance would be hard work
for them.

DuBois Point was 10 milés from no-
where in particular. An up-to-date
Summer cotlage on the lake, when one
bad servants tn do the work; 4 good
car, to drive a few miles to the near-
est farm-house for milk and other
necessary things, and -nother 10 or
more for fresh meat. An ideal place
to stay for a week end with 2 party of
friends, and an up-to-the-minute motor
boat to take you fo the surrounding
beauty gpets. Sueh things Mignon re-
membered made DuBols Point livable,

But DuBois Peint had an entirely
different aspeet when Byron and she
opened it with two hoarders, After
their hotel expensec were paid they
bad no money to hire help, Byron
supposed he would be expected tn
clean shoes, walt on table and help
Mignon around the house. Neither of
them, however, dreamed, in their im-
aginings, the amount of work that two
boarders, théemselves and one small

cottage could make in every 24 hours.
The creation of the world seemed a
simple feat compared with their day's
fabor at DuBois Point. Then there
wias the fear that the boarders might
leave, they were paying so well, and
the honeymoon bills looked as though
they might be paid off if all went well.
It was astonishing that they did not
leave; thelr beds were seldom ever
mude until sunzet, the meals were
néver on time, and provided out of tin
cans most of the {lme, and the cottage
was in a general siate of chaos.

The young husband and wife honest-
Iy tried to make the best of 4 bad situ-
ation, not only for thelr:boarders, but
in trying to help themselves. The
bparders cervtaiply must have had the
patience of Job and the digestion of
an astrich, though they never com-
plained and were always dellghtful
company. Mr. Russell Radford was a
very quiet, very neatly dressed man in
the late 30s, and Mrs. Keel, a widow.
was about the same age. Nelther gave
any igformation about himseif. It was
hard to tell what station of life thev
belonged to, Apparently they were in-
terested in euch other, or the life at
DuBois Point would not have satisfled

them for three weeks at the high rate
of board they were paying. Byron said
it was robbery, and once nervously
suggested to Mrs. Heel that they were
not recelving thelr money’s worth, but
ghe gently but with dignity said every-
thing was as they sxpected.

Doing the unusua! always comes to
& climax. Tt was a conl morning,
when the locusts nizzled around and
the lake looked like a calm before a
storm. Mignon, very white and tired,
was frying stéak over the gas slove
and Byron, with hair as long as his
poet namesake, and two days’' growth
on hiz chin, was scraping new pola-
toes, when in walked the two board-
erg, looking wery cool in white gar-
ments, and also out of place in the
gencral muddle of nmmwashed dishes of
the tiny kitchen, which in the old days
Nakito, the little Jupanese cook, kept
immaculiate,

Mrs. Keel coughed gently, “"Mr. and
Mra. Murdock, we wish to inform you
that we are leaving you as boarders
today; but your people wish us to stay
on and take care of the cottage, =c that
you can both have a rest. To explaln,
Mrs, Murdock’s uscle will arrive to-

morrow with Mr Murdock, and they
wish us to get the houss in order
-

“Who in the thunder are you . . .
and what are you getting mt? Byror
reared his slim form up to its full sis
feet,

“We are sorry, but we were pald b
sour people to come here as boarders
. . . to sea how you would make
out. Will you forgive nus? Ws hawe
reported that yon were the ‘gamest’
palr we have over seen, and we are
proud to work for both of you."

"And it was just a blufl, our peopls,
being mad at us for getting marrisd ™
exciaimed Byron.

“Just a "blufl’ to see what you were
really made of, sir,” saidl Mr. Radford,
with a slight bow,

“And they are coming to =ee us to-
morrow. Mignon. darling. 1 think they
have realized we are not a couple of
tame kittens but I'm awfully
sorry that our boarders had to suffar
on our account. WIill you forgive us
and believe us that we will be the most
conslderale people you éver have gol
ameal for . . . we have learned
from experience, and your great pa-
tience.”

Byron Murdock gripped the man
servant’s hand, while Mignon wound
her arms around Mrs, Keel's plump
néck and kissed her. Later they were
turned laughingly out of the disor-
dered kitchen to rest up'for the grest
reunion of the morrow,

“My Dear Children--Since you have
| you think you're tired of the
Fanl aud us Easterners, and

S you're leaving us for the foggy
Tos i {h o™
Mnally foeked
ay fram
rough gray slr-e:n- and smiled up
intn | eyl
You diink V'm funny, don't you,
to want 1o go?  Why, it's the

chanes of g Hfe tme. I've always read
it the palme and miles of roses

hor

hlu&hlark curls

“And earthguakes and desort Sum-
~ myptternd Leonard Ray, uneasi-
"Now unslas
gtore plnce

gl me that candy
with the nice manager
=" uny reason why I shouldn't
And bhe's eren sent my fare both

Mally wenl on as if Len hand't
pwn the cold water over her dream.
& reason why,” Len protested

th e
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“Nige %:nrs aren't, in ,
fltv brown bungalow in the

By Parke Whitney

glck for the apple trees”

“I will mnot!™ Molly laughed. I
want to find things different, Then
she added without the least mallce In
the world, “I want to find folks differ-
ent, too.” i

“They ars I've heard,” Len remarkied
briefly. “If you want the fun thay™
give you, and that's all, I'm sorry, Moll
You neein't think votl're poing to find
4 man oul theére that lkes you better
thin 1 do. It can’t be done, glrl. Nlce
manager! Umph!"

“You funny boy!” Molly laughed,
but she was thinking right hard,

The next wesk Molly Sauders start-
od on the journey of her life,

waving

the silk stockings wmaybe,” she
dered, bhen, “It's just like a mov-

ctute out the window. Only I'm
moving instead of it. Isn't it grand!™
By the third day the grandness had
I 1-"1.. pull. The monotony of the
wide # country, the hot stuffiness
of the cars, and {he loneliness pelted
6l Moelly's staunch little heart till she
I | she lhadn}i come, The

who spoke to her talked too much
s and lobster salads, and the
ha'd ke to talk to looked mil-
.. The dining car was the foli-
lingest place-sver, and the lit-
tver plates swallowed so mnany cf
shabby bills that she finally

flat, so different from the hard, scary
mountains that had been threstening
to tumble down on the train, and so
horribly different from the snugly lit-
tle hills and apple trees at home.

“1 wanted It to be different,” Molly
told herself bravely. “But I didn"t
know it was golng to be lonely differ-
ent.”

Uncle and Aont met her at the sia-
tion and hardly gave her a chance to
get the awful sticky black washed off
and a fresh blouse on before they took
her to the candy store. “They're short
of help, and the manager, Norton
Frost, ia keeping the place open for
vou.

ficlds and meadows. But Norton Frost,
manager, was nice and jolly and West-
ern. There was that to bé thankfnl
for.

The second week he asked Molly to
g0 to the show with him. She went,
and cried softly all through the bix
pleture because it had soft pretty hills
and farmers in it that reminded bher—
well, bills and all—of Leonard Ray.
whose letter bad just about broken her
heart that moruing, it had been =0
loriesome sounding.

After that first evening.
theé tears,

in spite ot
Norton took Molly abbut
rather often to quaint restaurants and

warned her about; she had all the can-
dy she could eat; the homey iife at her
aunt's, besides the attention of Norton
Frost. But with all this Molly’s throat
got lnmpier and Iumpler, and she
couldn’t tell for the life of her why,
Then pne evening out in City Park, like
a glory book exactly, the great Norton
Frost asked little Molly 1o marry him,
und he told her about the white bunga-
low |n tha suburbs where they would
live, with the oranges and figs and nec-
tarines and tree-high ross bushes in
their back yard, and no earthgualkes
or thunder showers ever, and delicious,
cool evenings, and—

cactus. “I've dreamed about all these
things, but they were sort of a night-
mare, I guess. I'm homesick. I wani
Leonard Ray and the apple trees. We
want to come here some time togeth-
er, you see. 1 shouldn't have lot you
take me places, becanse—all the time
I've been imagining you wers Len—
and—"

“I'm from Bostom, anyway, Molly~®
laughed Norton Frost easily. “You're
not losing much of 2 Westerner. Might
call on you some time when I'm East
Len Ray !s an old friend of mine He
told me to keep an eye on you and
Zive you s good time; but he's been
miszing you lstely pretty bad, so 1
thought I'd better maks you—sss how
vou realiy felt aboul things.”

Molly recoversd from the amasing
deluge with remarkable calm, and o
a ridiculousiy short time took the fast-
es! cross-continent traln to Leonard
Ray and thst brown bungalow im the

Texus rancher

You've got to piteh vight in, " theaters and parks, with the palms “It's what I've always dreamed apple orchard and the best little town
ap '1-‘m.-. is walting, Molly. Your cheery good-bys to the family, but see- i awny and mutiched nuts squir- sald Uncle. and miles of roses, and fo museyms about,” sighed Molly. All those things in the world
stariing off is golng to menn we can't ing longest under the clndery station rel lashion and sobfully. The nights  And Molly pitched In bravely, tearn- (hat had all the wondrous things Molly and a real son of the Golden West for o
be married before fall nnd—" roof the sober face of Leonard Ray as. were prefty bad, too. A moving ple- ing candy, candy prices, candy smiles had ever dreamed about. So Molly a husband.” Ted—He's a queer chap. He says be
T mevey promised, Len. T always 1t still pleaded for her not to go, ture for a bed was not €0 thrilling, and sweltering in the new kind of hent Saundera ought to have been happy. Norton laughed. “Then it's settled. likes to write verss.
wantad 1o see something of the worid  “He's e selfish old thing" Mally toll after all. that seemed to be wilting her to a fraz- especlally gince the handsome Nortan lttle Molly, and we can be misrried in = Ned—There's no accounting for
firor, anywiy. You said the bungalow herself, as she watched the dingy clty A3 she neared her journey’s end zle. What a stuffy place the city was! told her occasionaily that he liked her the fail? tastes. I know fellows who claim they
w i good Investment.” ronfs and then the soft green fieldsand Molly hegan to grow actually fright- And fogey; and then it never rained. more and more. and it had always Then suddenly Molly dashed away Uke to read It
know what kind of an invest- white birches and-apple trees slip by. etied, but she didn't know why. She Umbrellas were only needed for Mol- been the secret wish of Molly’s roman- so fast that she stepped on the prick- O
menl I meunt, Moll” Leonard told her. A tear stole down her pink chesks and conld see so far and it seemed as if the 13's tears nights after she went fo bed tie little heart to mrry a real lve liest cactus in the park. Bobbles —What does this autbor
W wnd maybe we ean go West to- landed on her white cotton gloves. “I'd good old Atlantic must he over yonder, —funny tears; almost as if thelr own- Westerner, But, with all this, Molly “You mustn't kis& me, ever, Mr. mean by saying that the hero had well-
gethies wome Ume  You'll find things like to know what I'in crying for. Be- and it never was—only more wide er were homesick, And wasn't the city missed something - Froat,” she stammered. “You see-— carved features?
Ularent out there  You'll get home- cause he gave me the preserved pinger sweeps of land sun parched, brown, packed! No extra room, like Lew's She had the desert heat Len had 1" Molly got on the other sida of the  Dobbles—Perhiaps he shaved himselt
8 Harrlson Van De Veer, now =
A Hal Jones,

ang good fellow all around,

« it Bgbt of his dew, he HOt-
heavy embossed stallonery on
sofawled o (ew Hnes and
pver. and over. Clara,
me in, wiping her hahds in
aprun, and with one arm
ok, ala, too, scanned the
& whimaslcal MNttla asmile

ittt

i the coiners of her

v tricks, ek, Cinra?

Jd np o8l bar wib a most
g gnnce,

t e ihow Blee, dear,” sia

R | w"-_‘ﬂ, artwing « litile

4 "fo5) § tewrhy chalr, sha

(g eor and ook hier 3sat
vig. o dupe 9f B adorable Hal.
| voen, thice yoals since Lo
v Hassikor Vah De Veor catue

[§e

Lo dowe [0 Tokas ol the noem
Tas " nhes My hnme, 1fe Hud
Rt called frosn LY dome ciamite,
(4 el Lo wae e Nad
(1 Ol f s cinlpre.

A fing = e rulss of zhe eg-
slaise scoiely 26t fa whizh be hiad
spent Jays sinee vabyioad with hia

L ready for (N slelgh rida,

Jﬂ hoays sud giris” plpad Frmes,

as he gntarad  the sehnol

yoom “All ame snd cwady, bul Sally

Hicks and =he 1a alwilvs jale" snoke o

charue of yoleed, fhar surrounded the
Bttle cointry sehostroom stova,

fully wnsg o Lyiplit-osed Wttls giri of
18, with cheess ilke poses spd hatr
tha! fell on bher shouldars In geiden
carin.  Her drive 19 gtboos sarh mom-
fni wnr fa= from short, bt 2ally feit

el wunled e g and miust gt bosge
and put an her now Brown ~aat apd
Enltic! red sap that Ler agut Johaana
Bae et her for Ler Wrindey the dar
befnss, Pl Rive, e youngest Lris-

tee nf tle schonl was poing
mss bk her very hest,
"Wha. i the matter &nd ths hurry,

end abs

ny weEnr?™ spolie Salle’sn wother, lenk-
Ing over fer apactacies, as Bally rush-
# Ints e Khtzhen  "0H; natbioe

miach, mather, enty Wornct bas Invit-
2 mn Uy G gt horrld looxiog

slwigh | st bede -nd fusbion gleizhs
and ol faaliop psople 4 ywas apluts
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Where Roads End

fathey, the §l

=tolld money mignet
trious Harrlson Van de Veer, 8
ard of Onance, he way
marry a girl from the moneyed s

acecondingly,

ipt, 5o,
wiien he bronght back his

little bride whom bhe bhad married

shroad aud infradiuced hir to the Hon

pradie . ¥V, &r, the #ldey shbok lis

aliie haaa o disapproval and early

that ‘evondig nu¥ed zgoung [ERD Low
0 would roa:,

Why, father, I don'l miean to o
voree Cleri, + b2 oy wifo. ard 1
hor™ Hu) easig, startisd at iy LESE
tton

Rut the domestls morm grow o littla
worsy apch  cay  onid t

cwalledsiato
VAl laiy l'r Anor

expeated to sla

14 1.;..

+ Harrlson Van De Veer
d Im.,'. the trafn at a
thont down In Texas
w of Hal Jones, Clara was with
him hend in hond. Within a week she

I made Jitils draw curtains for the
ir little hut and Hgal
1 19 town regularly each day
bl sgme varnish for the
4s tn bang the plc-
me ollclotl: for the lit-

y T
lltt‘IF by=
and took the

i vved na kitehen, din-
& 1ib all In one,

fial lind oo repeatedly to look for

b, for the one hundred dollars canp-

which he had taken alpng with
siowly bat surely dwindling
i (1R

Ty hed

gnt dewn to their last
inr nole Clars eoncascted a
i in her mind while sbe was 13-
& one_night late Staring into
ming only poverty olos-
=t by degrees. She would

—
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go to town and Hire out as child™s
nurse, They had both made a solemn
promise to'each other that they would
never go back to Harrison Van De
Veer, Sr., seeking help until they knew
they were welvome, and it wis months
now since thev had left, and nol evea
A nota from him.

Now Clara had been a nurse and

that profession she knew well. In fact

that was how she met Harrison Van
De Veer. Jr., for ghe had been nursing
in a French relief bospital te which
Harrison Van De Vesr was brought in
#n emergency while on a4 business trip
dabroad.

As (Clara dismounted when they
reached the own she was startled
from her reverie by the scund of wild
eries and everyone in the town seemed
ta have gone mad. Hal jumped from
the horse and having installed Clara
safely behind the sugar barrels in the

grocery store he too ran out and fol-
lowed the crowd.

It was the outbreak. The famous
Mexican otitbreak as the paper said, If
one outbreak is any more famous than
dnotner. But here it was in full swing
and help was needed on the American
border.

There was a skirmish, a battle and
then Clara used her skill. She had
always been an adept at making the
beést of things dnd she proved her skill
here. A hospital was erected in no
time on the screened porch of the gro-
cery store and sheels and bandages
made and rolled from old meslin bor-
rowed from the community. Clara had
won her battle, the battle for a living.

The. lttle skirmish had opened the
way for a real future for both Hal and
Clara or better known in the Northern
gossip centers as Mr and Mrs, Harri-
son Van De Veer, Jr.

Clara had all the little things trans-

By Joella Johnson
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ported to her hut, and there she estab-
lished a permanent little shelter for
the sick. She had investigated and
found that the nearest hospltal was
miles away and many folks had died
while waiting to be taken there. There
was plenty of llinesa down in this hot
country, especiaily when the element
was foreign. When they recetved thelr
first check for services rendered the
government, Hal set about fixing up
the lttls shelter house and it really
iooked like an up-to-date city sanitari-
um when he was through touching it
up. Clara did the nursing. Hal did the
washing, baking and cooking, while
Dr, Morrison from town attended.
With the money they took In as their
share Hal invested in a little piece of
land. Then he doubled it and tripled
it, and with the proceeds derived from
that they iuvested in machinery to
draw ofl from the ground where Hal
had discovered it one day.

It had been  hard fight for both, but
thien they were wonderfully content in
their sccomplishment, and it was only
now they realized it in its full valua
As Harrison Van De Veer, Jr., picked
up the note once agnin and held ¥
closer to the shaded lamp on his rough
twig-made table, he looked down ai
Clara with a twinkle iIn his eye and
said: "Shall we go back, little girl, as
father asks?’ and Clara answered in »
proud but gentle little volce, “Yes,
dear, if you will promise it will be
only for a visit.”

2

Thera {5 a freshness about the Ori-
ental viewpoint of “English ax she 8
spoke” that is positively refreshing,
Herse is a little sample from an Ori-
ental paper with an English section:

“The news of English we tell the
latest. Writ in perfectly style and
most earliest. Do s murder commit,
we hear of and tell of. Do a mighty
chief die, we publish it and in borders
somber. Siaff has each one been col-
leged and write like the Kipling and
the Dickens. Wa circla every towa
and extortionate not for advertise-
ments,”

0 of Dreams

By Abner Anthony

puret, and

dnstry Lis inther was sieaced |

ing up his prsitinoo as peneral

te tike refuge with L'q FEptEa brid
anywhere away {1 here” us

it

tarad Sally, “brt then—I suppose 1

wiil hawe 1 go, 8 e hos Seen o sood
tu fiiner »iim his

Twre o'tlucz cors and Moraon drew
sup in frant nf Sdlly'n door, well pro-
taeing hrom the Winter's roid by Lt
el deart weccrely wrapped acocnd e
bead, and his fine iking sleigh. as Le
suppoacd,

“Tteadr, Bally,” shouted Horace in «
hoaTte voles, from the eleigh,

The driva to the lift'a med school
seamed long o Sally, as hér thouehta
ware ufl on seslng Paul Rive, the slaleh
Hde, the lovely supper at Nenov
Rinke's and not on the guestion thst
Beraca had askad,

Weall—apd just theu Sal'y, jfureping

ilinioss **
TaTesEs,

s
3

from the pleigh, toreot to even thank
Horace, but he wns soon fucked in and
on his wey home,

“Where kave you been the last hour,

Sally Hisks? shoated a voice from the
corner, “we want to get started.”

=ally was cold after her long drive
antl stped by the stove warming her
little white hands, first looking at Pau),
who stood nearby polishing his finger
by and thinkiag of the boy who had
hroweht her safely there and gone,
“\Welk, I.don't care aRnyway,’ sho
thought to, herself, “I never did like
old ksllon pecple or never will.”
Hale lo say Horace was the objﬂct
of ber thoughts, and vifender in com-

et
-

pvarison with Paul, the highly polished
gentleman, who stood by the stova

"We must get started now, bogs and
girls”

Paul helped Sally on with ner coat
and assisted her to Lhe sleigh and they
were soon cuddled together in the cor-
ner of the hay bottom sleigh talking
and chatting.

Aflter the toeefs at Nancy's class
supper the boys one by one told of
some great adventure in thelr lives
and Paul's tales of his life of adven-
tures held little Sally awestrucs,
while the others were amused.

“The storm is growing WOrds, we
must get started.”

Paul calling Sally to one side whis-

F¥ah _RaLE.

vered In her ear in a gentle voica, “we
will go back in Mr. Blake's new red
slelgh, it will be much safer and be-
sides. Sally, it looks a lot nicer.”

They had only gone a short distance
and they came to the turn in the road
when the horse jumped, and Paul bn-
came angry and lashed the horse, the
blinding drift of the new fallen snow
and the angry iashe: of Paul fright-
ened the horse, the sleigh overturned
and poor Sally lay helpless by the side
of the road.

“Hasn't Sally come yet," Horace ex-
tlnimed as he walked into the cozy sit-
ting room of Mrs. Hicks' home, “Jack
and al! the rest have arrived,”

“It is 4 bad uight and I think it rigat

for me to follow the broken road to
Nancy Blake's,” Horace said in a deep
voice.

In a short time Mrs. Hicks had Hor-
ace well supplied with coats and
shawls, and started over the road to
Nancy Blake's.

“Git up Dobbln, we must meet Sal-
Iy," Horace exclaimed to his faithfu!
old white horse. The sleigh glided

» Over the fleece-like snow and had only

gong six miles when.—My, what & ter-
ribie sight confronted Horace as he
came to the turn in the roud, there lay
the girl of his drewms unconsclous in
the snow.

“Sally, Sally, can't you speak? And
picking her up in bis arms, he placed

- ———
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her gently beside him in the old-fash-
fon sleigh.

The cold sharp wind of the Winter's
night brought Sally to consclousness
and as she looked up into Horace's
honest blue eyes she placed her tiny
white arms around his neck and ex-
claimed. “You are the true hero of
my dreams.”

e 8
The Exaet Terminology. L

The proprictor of a grocery stors
chinced to glanee out the plate-glass
window and saw a small boy lingering
around a barrel of apples exhibited on
the sidewalic,

“Hey, there. boy!” exclaimed the
groceryman, going to the dooY, “What
are you doing?™”

“Nothiong,” lzconically answerad the
boy. with his eyes =till fixed on the
barrel.

“Nothing, eh?" doubitfully returned
the man. “Aren't you trying to steal
some of those apples?™

“No, sir,” responded the joungites
“I'm trylng not "




